206                               ESSAYS

chagrin, in an ineffectual attempt to scour a black
man white.

These particulars awakened my ardent curios-
ity to see a place which I pictured to myself the
very fountain-head of certain hereditary habits
and customs prevalent among the descendants of
the original Dutch settlers of my native State. I
accordingly lost no time in performing a pil-
grimage to Broek.

Before I reached the place, I beheld symptoms
of the tranquil character of its inhabitants. A
little clump-built boat was in full sail along the
lazy bosom of a canal, but its sail consisted of
the blades of two paddles stood on end, while the
navigator sat steering with a third paddle in the
stern, crouched down like a toad, with a slouched
hat drawn over his eyes. I presumed him to be
some nautical lover, on the way to his mistress.
After proceeding a little farther, I came in sight
of the harbour or port of destination of this
drowsy navigator. This was the Broeken-Meer,
an artificial basin, or sheet of olive-green water,
tranquil as a mill-pond. On this the village of
Broek is situated, and the borders are laboriously
decorated with flower-beds, box-trees clipped into
all kinds of ingenious shapes and fancies, and
little "lust" houses or pavilions.

I alighted outside of the village, for no horse
nor vehicle is permitted to enter its precincts,
lest it should cause defilement of the well-scoured